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is now permanently deposited. A series of faces
modelled and coloured to the life in wax illustrate the
marvels of plastic surgery. They were, indeed, too
much to the life, for I seemed to have known the very
men. You see a face that stops short at the upper
lip, the rest being nothing but crimson pulp. You
see it again, and something good is happening to it.
You see it once more, and it is a complete face, a little
twisted and scarred, perhaps, but still a face. There
are models of cheeks being restored, of noses being
manufactured out of strips of skin from foreheads. A
glimpse is sufficient to make you grateful for ever for
this patient mingling of art and science. Incredible,
though, that the same species could have produced
both the wounds and the healing, that the same age
will both pulp and mend its creatures. Incidentally,
it might not be a bad idea to duplicate some of those
models and hang them up in various public places
throughout Europe and America. All foreign negotia-
tions might be conducted within sight of those things
that are half faces and half screaming horrors.

After all, there is another war going on all the time,
and you may find a few of its souvenirs in the thou-
sands and thousands of glass jars, filling room after
room. Some of the things in these jars look quite
pretty, and not unlike specimens of submarine life.
Sometimes they are tinted blue or pink or both; their
shapes are strange but not ungraceful; many of them,
delicate, translucent, seem to sway or wave in the
spirit or glycerine that is their element. They did not